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REFLECTIONS OF BUONAPARTE, 



AS SLOWLY HE IS RIDING ON HORSEBACK ALONG 
THE ROCK OF SAINT HELENA. 



Possessor of kingdoms and of a crown ; 
As Emperor, conqueror, I stood alone : 
Oh ! hide me in my grave, there lay me down ; 
Nought in this world now can I call my own. 

Kings humbl'd, at my feet, would seem to kneel; 
All their soldiers in battle I had slain : 
My thoughts from myself fain would I conceal; 
My bosom heaves with one continued pain. 

I cross'd Mount St Bernard, great was my pride; 
That day to me seemed an age of glorj-: 
As o'er this barren rock I slowly ride. 
All is lost, nought lives but in memory. 
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— Marengo — in my youth that battle fought; 
My warlike fame then so rapidly rose: 
My mind now bewildered, with madness fraught; 
I never more shall feel night's soft repose. 

— Italy — ^men naked, starv'd, still some left: 
There, I fought, and conquered, fortune was kind: 
Here, a poor soldier of all hopes bereft, 
I seek a friend to soothe my troubled mind. 

— Austerlitz — that fight won mid great slaughter; 
The field of battle prov'd a wedding scene : 
Soon I married the Emperor's daughter. 
Left my former wife, my true loyal Queen. 

— lena — in one day, armies destroyed, 
A king near taken, kingdoms overthrown ! 
Now snar'd in my own net, myself decoyed ; 
Providence is just, I have lost my throne. 

— Moscova — there, kiU'd all the Russian Guards ; 
As firmly they stood in battle array : 
For such deeds, oft God's curse high heav'n awards; 
My enemies mow watch me night and day. 
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I, on five hundred thousand men relied ; 
March'd through Prussia, Austria, and Poland: 
Starv'd with cold, and hunger, all my men di.ed: 
Their frozen bodies lay strew'd on the land* 

At Leipsic, another great battle fought : 
My proud heart even there disdain'd to yield: 
On no friend to rely I soon was taught : 
The Saxons tum'd agsdnst us in the fields 

By the hand of heaven all my hopes seem'd crossed: 
The sweird river deeply coloured with blood ! 
My wild brain keenly felt when all was lost; 
My friend Poniatowski leap'd into the flood ! 

Now to my Capital I quickly fled. 
Hoping by stratagem some time to gain : 
'Twas too late, my soldiers best blood all shed. 
Even from my friends I could nought obtain. 

Within my brain I form'd many a plan ; 
With each new fancy my spirits revived : 
While reflecting on the weakness of man. 
Close to my. gates the enemy arriv'd. 
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My gen'rals often had kingdoms shaken ; 
My fame was great, my name in high renown : 
By the foes my city had heen taken ; 
I was now compeU'd to resign the crown. 

Inclin'd men and things to conciliate ; 
To Elba went without regret or pain : 
The demons of hell must have curs'd my fate, 
When I disturbed my country's peace again. 

Left the Isle, to France returned in one day, 
Met my friend a warrior of great name ; 
Advis'd him his new sovereign to betray ; 
For that fault he suffered death, lost his fame I 

King again proclaimed, mid joy and wonder; 
Received all men's adulations and praise : 
My kingdom cruelly torn asunder. 
My reign only lasted one hundred days. 

— Waterloo — that field gave my mind full scope: 
The British now their lines in bodies square : 
My thoughts were divided 'twixt doubt and hope. 
When I saw their troops for battle prepare. 
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Our soldiers are so bent upon the fight: . 
Soon we shall meet these English on the plain. 
The Marshal, my friend said, ^'these men have might, 
** Ev'ry battle won when I fought in Spain." 

Noble war, fame, glory, inspire my mind ; 
On the hill, seem to hear shrill trumpets sound, 
See below, wide trenches with cannon lin'd, 
Soldiers form'd in squares marshall'd on the ground. 

I order the attack, strike the first blow ; 
Would break their centre, force them to retire : 
On the field all my men are soon laid low ; 
Before me I see nought but blood and fire ! 

Officers, guards, fight with desperation : 
My hopes were great on this important day ; 
Around us death, slaughter, desolation ; 
Fm lost for ever should my troops give way ! 

My men once wild are now become quite rash, 
Break an opening in the enemy's flanks; , 
Among us their bold troops with fury dash, 
Coolly return, and again form their ranks ! 
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Our columns still the breach try to enlarge; , 
Boll on, rush, pour in like a cataract ! 
The British cavalry ordered to charge, 
The horse by their infantry nobly back'd. 

Lances, guns, swords, against men's bodies fly : 
Shouts of victory seem to fill the air ! 
On the ground great numbers of wounded lie ; 
E'en my own stafi^ with consternation stare ! 

Now the field of battle cover'd with smoke ; 
The whole of the earth appears hid from my sight : 
While the fierce soldier deals the deadly stroke, 
Lights flash like lightning in the darkest night ! 

Flags laid low, men's torn limbs all streak'd with 

gore; 
How these awful conflicts my soul inspire ! 
On the hills, in the vales, wild cannons roar; 
Their bronz'd open mouths vomit death and fire ! 

» * ♦ » » 

* 4f » 4f % 
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Sulphurous smokey clouds now separate ; 
Like vapours quit the earth towards heav'n rise ! 
I tremhle when I think on cruel fate : 
From afar I hear lamentable cries I 

Their armies, a number of gen'rals lost : 
Their wings suffered, their squares and divisions ; 
This great fight the lives of my best men cost; 
My enemies still keep their positions. 

A few hours of respite — our men repos'd ; 
My soldiers on their arnis are now at rest : 
Already had the foe's lines and ranks clos'd ; 
Officers at their heads stand breast to breast. 

My mandates once kindly were accepted ; 
Dull suspense suddenly my thoughts awake : 
Messengers must have been intercepted ! 
How anxious I now feel — my all's at. stake. 

Good heavens ! regiments all dress'd in blue, 
Rapidly marching through the hollow glen : 
My gen'ral I once fear'd had prov'd untrue, 
Having retarded bringing up his men. 



12 

Fine soldiers friend, Tra proud to call them 

mine : 
See my troops turn the bill, to a point brought 
" My friend," the Marshal said, "ar't sure they're 

thine!" 
That is, I mean, 'twas thus the Marshal thought. 

Their warlike appearance so grand to view ; 
Accoutrements with bright red j^ar' merits* wrought, 
**These men. Sire, seem dress'd in Prussian blue:" 
I mean, 'twas thus my friend the Marshal thought. 

The English, now decoy'd, we'll soon entrap ; 
They must to their proper senses be brought : 
" I believe, sire, yourself s caught in a trap :" 
We know 'twas thus, his friend, the Marshal, 
thought 

Our Frenchmen, Marshal, are so bold and strong; 

In all their battles so gloriously fought : 

My friend, the Marshal, said "I'm sure you're 

wrong !" 
There is no doubt 'twas thus the Marshal thought 

* Facings 



13 

Our generals, our soldiers, the young and old, 

All so faithful, never were sold or bought. 

" Fve known them, sire, at times both bought and 

sold." 
The Marshal spoke the truth, every man thought 



Emperors, kings, look on ! e'en the world scans 
My great deeds! the fame, I from my youth sought. 
— Heavens ! — The troops I saw are the Prussians, 
"Who, at Fleurus so desperately fought 



On my Imperial Guards ever rely : 
They've won me a hundred battles or more : 
All my hopes have proved false, deceived my eye ; 
The troops I see belong to Blucher's corps ! 



Still, Marshal, we'll vanquish ! still the day's mine ! 
Dissipate all your doubts, and your alarms. 
" Your deeds. Sire, for ever with glory shine ; 
" May victory once again crown your arms." 



14 

Come bustle, dear Marshal, the fight prepare ; 
The Prussians stop'd, — now slowly move along : 
" Your talent in war, Sire, hath prov'd most rare ; 
" Blucher's corps appears thirty thousand strong." 

Twelve thousand reserve now fiimly mov*d on, 
Cavalry, artiU'ry, in bodies squar'd : 
On the plain not a sound, not a motion ; 
The enemies to meet us well prepared. 

War's passions a moment my soul assuage ; 

Hoii^ours, riches, power, glory, and fame I 

Oh horror, revenge ! Oh fury and rage ! . 

My Guards all give way; Oh ! disgrace and shame. 

• 
All my hopes had not yet my soul forsaken : 

Of destiny still fear'd the fatal blow : 

Escaping on the seas my ship was taken ; 

I became prisoner to my direst foe ! 

* « » 4t^ « 4t^ « 

Ht M^ * * ilt * Hf 

They've coop'd me in this Isle, they've changed my 

name; 
Like a wild beast here may I roar and cry ; 

Repentance answereth, thyself s to blame. 

Wherefore didst thou, false one, from Elba fly. 
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My past state now appears as in a dream ; 
Night and day my broken heart sighs and moans : 
This naked wild land seems a dried up stream, 
Full of rough rocks, foul weeds, and filthy stones I 

The morning when I rise my thoughts are dark ; 

At evening, when I stray, see snakes and toads : 

On the ground, blood I've shed, my footsteps mark : 

Enghien's death,* with black guilt my conscience 
goads ! 

In the midst of battles once nought I fear'd; 
E'en at the cannon's mouth I never ^ook : 
Like old age before time my locks are sear'd ; 
I tremble when I read a holy book. 

Many great Gen'rals my genius fram'd ; 
Made soldiers kings, both the old, and the yoUng : 
By all soon deserted a traitor nam'd : 
Their riches, power, from my bounty sprung ! 

In death here I'll lay, midst dirt and vermin ; 
Not e'en my son allow'd to close my eyes : 
Accept grief as an atonement for my sin. 
Merciful heavens listen to my cries. 

♦ This Duke was shot by torchlight in Vincexmes Wood, 
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God of peace, hear the voice of feeble man; 
rU call thee King, kind Father, Jove, or Lord 
"With goodness mayest thou all my deeds scan ; 
Against thee never more will I draw my sword. 

Once, a brave young soldier, my heart was kind; 
My nation, my people hop'd to make free : 
Cursed, vile ambition soon sour'd my mind; 
All my body wastes like a withered tree ! 

I've admired fleets sailing on the ocean ; 
My Admirals surrounded by their crew : 
Around this Island there's scarce a motion. 
Seas seem prison gates horrible to view. 

Once a king, was then kind to inferiors ; 
When a soldier, orders proud to obey : 
The lowest now appear my superiors ; 
Never alone am I allowM to stray. 

To order a review was my delight ; 
To see my troops under arms, miles I'd run : 
Each object now in view offends my sight ; 
Here, a soldier on duty I fain would shun. 
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EPITAPH. 

Here lies the remains of a Soldier^ 
Who long had proved the bravest of the brave : 
Living, called Emperor and noble Sire ; 
Dead, all errors lay buried in the grave. 

Though thy flesh, and thy bones, mingle with earth ; 
Thy ponderous deeds were by warriors nam'd : 
Some may boast of riches or noble birth ; 
A page in history was all he claim'd. 

A goddess, for ages, thy praise shall sound : 
To fathom thy genius man declines : 
Thy body's laid low, hid, deep in the ground ; 
On high, like ev'ning sun thy glory shines ! 



AFTER A RETREAT. 

Vile adders, fierce snakes, wildly rattle, 
Seem all hissing and darting in the air; 
I think of murder, blood, and of battle : 
My heart is fill'd with horror and despair ! 
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Fatherless babes Id their cradles sleeping ! 
The world seems hung in deep felt care and woe ! 
Wives, mothers, and widows sorely weeping : 
Will heaVn to mankind ne'er more mercy show ! 

Villages deserted desperation, 

"With a dark mark man's forehead seems to brand ! 
Locks open'd, laid wide, all's desolation ; 
Rivers, canals, soon become a wild strand. 

By famine the country's overtaken ; 

Fruits, com, laid waste long since on the ground rot; 

Houses, huts, cottages, all forsaken ; 

A miserable death, soon will be man's lot 

Cities sack'd, palaces nearly falling, 
Altars profan'd, rich monuments thrown down : 
Helpless children for their mother's calling, 
While blood in red streams still runs through the 
town. 

***** 
***** 



19 

Cruel malady follows misery ; 
Stalks in slow, like a ghost, but sure in pace : 
Wide streets deserted look wild and dreary; 
Men now in caves and dungeons hide their face! 

Fevers, dreadful plagues, appear in these climes ; 
Dire disease on disease quickly gathers : 
Tremour, would seem guilt in these cruel times : 
Sons fear to come near their sickly fathers ! 

« « « « « 

« « « « « 



A brave veteran, whom once well I kne^ 
Now, abandoned by all, save one true friend: 

I On his couch laid, seem'd pitiful to view; 

I Hopes to save him were long since at an end. 

From his livid lips not a whisper stole ; 
Still they are oft seen to quiver and shake : 
This man who boasted of a noble soul. 
No longer now his daily food will take. 
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His pale countenance shows a deadly gloom; 
The sigh, the sob, lay stifl*d in his breast : 
This great warrior proudly meets his doom ; 
His mind, his body, soon will be at rest. 



Now to misfortune the poor soldier yeilds; 
To his feelings his senses seem to bow : 
While on his pale cheek the gentle smile steals, 
His dark gloomy thoughts settle on his brow. 



This man, a Christian, confess'd his errors ; 
In holy prayer long the culprit remains : 
Heav*n dissipates his fears, his terrors; 
True repentance soothes all his woes and pains. 



He died ! soon was plac'd in his clayey 

bed; 
Now in the grave his body calmly lies : 
While to the heavens the freed spirit fled; 
Saints, and angels then rejoic'd in the skies. 
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Thus may the sinner with due fervour pray ; 
From his Maker hope, grace, and mercy crave : 
His bones may turn to dust, his flesh to clay ; 
All venerate him, God his soul will save! 

This man's remains long in an island laid; 
Taken at length from their cold earthly womb : 
That form, which living made the whole earth afraid. 
Was then in peace plac'd in its native tomb. 
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DESCRIPTIVE POETRY 



THE APPROACHING STORM. 



But now I see from afar, 
Bedimm'd the Evening Star ; 
Clouds on the mountains low^r: 
And the damp air now thickens ; 
I watch the sky that darkens, 
The beacon on the tower. 

I hear gushing the wild breeze ; 
Birds of prey their victims seize ; 
Dust in whirlwinds rising: 
The swallows more swiftly fly, 
As close to the ground they lie ; 
The night owl is screaming ! 
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And now the air feels cold and chill ; 
Shepherds are coming down the hill) 
Numberless flocks I see : 
The cloudy sky appears more dark ; 
The boatman slowly quits his bark, 
To seek his favorite tree. 



Many fearful thoughts cross my mind ; 
I listen to the whistling wind ; 
Oak and fir trees cracking : 
The river swelling in its bed ; 
The Forests gloomy darkness shed ; 
I hear the wolf howling. 



The rain now forms a cutting sleet ; 
The birds and beasts now seek retreat ; 
The fox and hare now fly : 
HoiTibly dark is Nature's form, 
Black is the approaching storm ; 
I hear the otter's cry. 
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And next to the deep running stream. 
With snivelliag shrieks I bear her acreom. 
With its prey in its snout; 
She tears the fi^'s flesh to tatters; 
All if s bones on the sand scatters : 
I hear the shepherd's shout. 



THE STORM. 

Now the whistling wind more fiercely blows ; 

The flapping mill with fury goes : 

Impending danger each moment' s nigh ; 

The river's bed is swelling high : 

Roofs, houses, soon will fall with a crash ; 

Now I see the swift lightning's flash : 

Each pastor is clos'd within his hut ; 

Birds and beasts in their holes are shut : 

The ruM'd waters like cataracts ; 

The fir tree bends, and oak tree cracks : 

Tearing roots I see the furious boar ; 

Sudden I hear the thunder roar ! 

Snow, and hail, and rain, in torrents fall ; 

With lengthen'd sound the shepherds call : 
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The air, and wide space seem one black sky : 

All towards the flooded river fly : 

The boats are out, but no human hand, 

Can keep the boats near to the strand : 

— Like a firm rock the bold boatman stood ; 

At length o'erwhelm'd falls in the flood ! — 

Again lightnings flash and thunders sound; 

Dismay and terror is spread around ! 

The most horrid shrieks now rend the air; 

All is misery and despair ! 

Mansions, ^uts, and cottages laid low ; 

The whole country's a scene of woe : 

The land now appears like a wide sea; 

All is ruin and misery. 

The brave father runs to save his child ; 

The poor mother weeps in sorrows wild f 

— Clasp'd in each others arms devoted lovers, 

Braving the torrent sink deep in theaters! — 

Many grieve for the loss of a friend: 

Heaven's vengeance seems without end ! 

Men, women, children, for mercy crave ! 

Their only hope's a watery grave ! 

Crops, mansions,^ huts, in ruination ; 

All is death and desolation. 
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SATIRE 

ON MEN AND THINGS. 



In this wise world many may laugh and grin ; 
Where's the man that's safe from grief or ruin? 
On sea the greatest disasters are seen ; 
On land nought but spite, envy, and spleen. 
True virtue and honor are seldom priz'd ; 
The poor and weak constantly despis'd. 
Your kings, tyrants, renegades, usurpers. 

Are now often worse then murderers: 

p 

While accusing the innocent of crime. 
Your vile traitors call themselves sublime. 
Praise yourself though you'r a mean hypocrite, 
You'll be taken for a man of merit : 
Ciceros formerly were orators ; 
Now Ciceros are noisy speakers : 
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Talk always loud and with verbosity, 

Your sure to pass for wise and witty : 

And your authors now to be in fashion, 

Write vile books of love, vice, and passion ; 

Ridiculing the works the most holy, 

Call truth a lie, religion folly. 

Great men formerly kill'd themselves with poison; 

In France they suflFocate themselves sans reason. 

Places, pensions, take the place of wisdom ; 

Knowledge consists in a good income. 

Of old, your great and wise, were moral men ; 

To-day oft a brothel is their den. 

Follow your whims is the whjm of the day ; 

The coquette can laugh, joke, weep, or pray: 

The prude does exactly the contrary ; 

Wanting to be wise shows more folly. 

But indeed, I fear, to tire my reader ; 

Blame all and every one seems error^ 

'Tis my first essay at public writing;* 

My sole desire is to be pleasing : 

My Poem appears rather unique ; 

But a kind reader's a kind critique. 

* Written in 1845. 
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How many boast of their genius; 
Mine*s so wild it appears ominous : 
I study like a scholar at his theme ; 
My own mind at times a problem. 
In reading my jokes, God send you may say, 
You have neither lost your time nor pay ; 
Then freely Til own the world is wise, 
And ne'er venture more to criticise. 



H Chivers, Printer, Canterbury. 
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Cante&bust — The Officebs — Lawyers, Boctobs — Btron- 
BuRLEsauE ON Parasina— 6t. Thomas a Becket's Tomb. 



Canterbury, Oh ! thy sweet Town, 
Shall ever be in great renown ! 
Decorated khigs, their heads crown'd, 
Have ofk visited thy sweet Town. 

Then in thy streets there are such sights ; 
Policemen, children, and gas lights : 
At night, at times, Fve seen queer fights ; 
E'en boys, themselves, fight for their rights. 

There's in this Town good merry men — 
Mayor, Ma^strates, and Aldermen : 
Its houses four thousand and ten — 
Count four times the number in men. 
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Now, there are Soldiers quartered here — 
Their Officers seem rather queer ; 
That is, I mean, they're full of cheer. 
Call all the pretty girls " My dear P' 

One wears a lace frill made at Lisle, 
But on his face he wears a smile; 
Sings the sweet Song, << Tarry Awhile^ 
Can at all times the time beguile. 

Once, miles an hour a Captain ran* — 
The Deeds of men I seldom scan : 
The man I mean is more than man. 
This Officer's a gentleman. 

I do not mean the man that sings. 
That wears frill'd shirts and diamond rings ; 
Yet he, like him, says pleasant things. 
Neither can speak a word that stings. 

Maids say, " These Officers are gay. 
Sing, dance, and laugh the time away ; 
I love them as I do sweet May, 
You don't find such men every day." 

* Captain Barclay's thotisand miles. 
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There's one that oft seems on the go; 
Trips on the light fantastic toe ; 
I've seen him oft run to and fro, 
We all call him « The Good Fellow." 

But then there's one I've seldom seen ; 
In him there's not a drop of spleen ; 
And he is also of good mein, 
And quite as noisy as a queen. 

There's his tall friend who ne'er did flinch ; 
Who flies about like a goldfinch : 
Call him Duke, or Lord, or Squire Pinch — 
Why, he's very fond of a pinch. 

Now the Officers, nearly all. 

Have left the Town, obey'd their call — 

The Town feels a kind of downfall ; 

The Townsmen seem to squeak and bawl ! 

When Officers start on the bounce. 
To judge a brave Soldier at once; 
The culprit's wit scarce weighs ati ounce, 
Expecting to get such a trounce. 
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What now I feel, I now must speak ; 
Some say that Officers are weak : 
This I well know, they'er kind and meek; 
They gave this man only a week. 

« « « * « « « 

Now again we're met together, 
With spirits light as a feather ; 
Each in turn we try our tether, 
Like country folks in spring weather. 

This I mean to insinuate ; 
Doctors, Lawyers, stiff in their gait, 
Myself that eternally prate. 
Now Officers treat as their mate. 

One Doctor's awkward but clever; 
Has oft cured the Typus Fever : 
One's tall, twists, twirls, just like a weaver; 
His French silk hat seems English beaver. 

Then there's one with limbs well set; 
His mind seems purer than sunset: 
His manners smooth as polished jet; 
But all's fish that comes to his net. 
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There's one or two play Duke or Lord ; 
Their thoughts within themselves they hoard ; 
More dull than a rusty old sword, 
They neither hear nor speak a word. 

Then how different Soldiers appear ; 
They're always talking in the rear: 
Oft Officers will laugh and jeer; 
Still oft I've seen them shed a tear ! 

Foreign Troops are not the same; 
They seek for nought but fire and flame : 
Ambition soon destroys their fame, 
Though 'mongst bad men they gain a name. 

Englishmen are fond of Nature; 
^eek the mountain, and soft verdure ; 
Are tall and stiff, yet of good stature, 
Beflection stampt in each feature. 

Besides most men of Foreign Climes 
Are fond of sounding lofty rhymes ; 
We, love to hear the Sunday Chimes; 
Old stories told of good old times. 
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A Limner says, " JIow sweet's the Rose !" 
Beauteous woman making a pose ! 
Poets dislike natural prose ; 
Though we from Nature both compose. 

How simple words in verse will shine; 
Sweeter than sweet grapes on the Rhine ! 
As clear and pure as good old wine ! 
A good old song's truly divine ! 

High flowing language without sense ; 
Debauchery too is nonsense : 
A stupid, or wicked sentence 
Gives a kind of slow repentance. 

What, indeed, would great Byron be, 
In this nation so great and free, 
Had he not been a Debauchee, 
Exird from his Native Country ? 



♦ * * * « 

« » « « « 
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King of Poets, thy fame shall never pass ! 
Rhyming Genius, thee, no man shall surpass ! 
Thy mind's searching eye saw the world en masse ! 
All thy numberless poems worlds canvass ! 

Thy works may be fulsome, thy language coarse ; 
Still thy fine paintings shew the Artist's force : 
Wise men praise thee with a deep-felt remorse ! 
Search of fame oft ruins man in his course ! 

Thy biting Satires, all made a great hit; 
Each word, each syllable, prove thy great merit. — 
Fve a Mistress, says "I admire thy wit. 
With my sweet Byron up all night I'd sit." 

♦ ♦ « * ♦ « » 

My dear, have you read Parasina's incest ? 
They kill young Hugo — now that I detest; 
The poor youth she so lovingly prest : — 
I say they murdered him — and that's no jest. 
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In the garden these two met each other; 
And 80 very often in hot weather; 
'Twas then they stuck so closely together; 
Like sweet doves kept fondling one another. 

Boally what fools some persons must seem! 
Old Hugo believes all he hears in a dream! 
Then to make it what's call'd the joke of the cream, 
Gets rid of his wife in the interim. 



YoungHugo's brought to the gallows— I mean block: 
His father hides his woman behind a clock; 
I mean the youth's sweetheart felt a dreadful shock, 
Horribly screamed when off this youth's head they 
knock'd! 



The old Father said " He's dead — now I feel pain! 

Was afraid my son would do it again!" 

— ^Blood mark'd the place where the poor boy was 

slain ! 
He fell back, his head cut ! — tumbl'd on the plain ! 



i 



13 

That is, his bloody head off, roU'd along! 
— Now he's dead, maids say Parasina did wrong! — 
Women with men push on, keep moving quite strong ! 
At weddings, and deaths, church bells go ding dong! 

To end this tale, there's a tall strapping Ghost, 
Walks up and down like a soldier on his post, 
Each night, near a wall, gives old Hugo a roast : 
Old Hugo's conscience bums like a dripping toast ! 

« « « 4f # # » 

'Twas one morn in the blooming month of May 
My sweet Norah told me this tale, one day, 
As we both side by side on the bed lay — 
She said — "My dear, Parasina's done away." 

Young Hugo's tale, my dear, is now quite stale, 
I hold one longer, a more pleasing tale : 
I've been so fond of it, I now look pale : 
" Norah, come, my yacht's quite ready to sail." 

******* 
******* 
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Truly these jumbling jokes seem lu^crous; 
To me, they appear quite ridiculous : 
Modem Poets call such tales facetious ; 
Our old ones would curse them as seditious. 

On others patience I too oft presume ; 
Some a kind of indifference assume : 
Indeed, 'tis high time my Text to resume : 
After folly good sense seems a perfume. 



Canterbury, O thy sweet Town, 
Shall ever be in great renown : 
Decorated kings, their heads crown'd, 
Have oft visited thy sweet Town. 

Of proud Romans the royal seat! 
Of weary Pilgrims the retreat ! 
Holy virgins their sisters greet ; 
Princesses, Dukes, in wedlock meet ! 
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Monuments, walls, rebuilt with care ! 
Old monastries held in repair ! 
Stones, dug up bones, mosaics rare ! 
Curious vases of earthenware ! 

The Martyr^s Grave, the Warrior's Tomb ! 
Like a black shroud stands the Priest's room ! 
The Churh-yard wears a deadly gloom ! 
Death, oblivion, a brave man's doom ! 

I walk, I search, I stray alone ; 
See B...K...T... marked on a stone: 
Like a sinner I sigh and groan ; 
Saint Thomas Becket,* thee I moan ! 

The spring's clear stream, life's pure fountain. 
Thou dids't bring forth from the mountain — 
I sought thetThomas, sought not in vain; 
I've found theeTom, I sigh with pain ! 

•The most celebrated and holy Bishop of his Day, the Pope 
and all the christian Kings of Europe, publicly mourned his loss 
(He was assassinated.) 
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Scarce a vestage of thy great name; 
How Boon'8 forgot sweet love and fame! 
Liying, the world your deeds proclaim; 
Dead, e'en in prayer, your sours not nam'd! 

To change my thoughts, ril change the scene ; 
In thy fair Town there's to be seen 
A river gay, streets neat and dean — 
The air is pure, kind and serene! 

Fm sick of tombs plac'd in a den ; 
Can't bear a cave, or dreary glen ! 
Who writes of love with a dull pen. 
Of virtuous maids and holy men ? 

I'm now walking so very fast ; 
I seek the present, not the past : 
My mind I know's of a queer cast ; 
I see the Market place at last. 

The coiAitry folks here rich and gay. 
Are sure to make the townsmen pay ; 
Our fruits, our herbs, as fresh as may : 
Sir, corn itself is cheap to-day I 
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I've enough of trade and traffic ; 
The simpler^ the ^baiper^s the trick : 
So to my Text X now sfaaU stxck. 
Through the main stre^ wdEk very quick. 

Fm now arriv'd at Park Don John ; 
By the by, servants here, are all oall'd John, 
<^ Master, dinnei^s ready, the clock strikes one!^ 
« YouVe right John, 'tis time to begone/' 
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USUBPEBS, KINGS, AND NATIONS— CHEATS, BOGUES. 
THIEVES AND LBVANTEES. 

" The Worid is filled with Gamblers." 

— Gamblers are cheats, rc^es, thieves, sharps, Le- 
vanters, ramblers: 

Now, ril prove that all the world is filled with gam- 
blers: — 

The shopkeeper — I shall place him iu line the first : 

Of all cheats, him I consider one of the worst. 

At his counter, should you a few articles buy. 

When they're sent home, you'll find, clerks change 
goods on the sly : 

— Grocers, butchers, bakers, with honesty abound ; 

Cast up their accounts, you're minus many a pound. 

— The apothecary, all agree, he's a great cheat : 

This I know, to look over his bill is no treat 

— Surgeons, doctors, will constantly boast of their 
skill: 

Their great talent consists in keeping people ill. 

— Solicitors, counsellors, proctors, are merry ; 

A rich client's cause is thrown into chancery. 



19 

— Bankers, stock brokers, property accumulate: 
With the public's money 'tis safe to speculate : 
On change — on the Turf too, they're the greatest 

bettors; . 
Seyeral I know, have become insolvent debtors: 
Then to your grief, and great surprise you discover. 
That all their property, (once yours,) is made over 
^o some queer old relation, or some queer friend; 
Still these rogues, sums in carriages andhorsesspend: 
When you think them ruin'd, undone, then how many 
Contrive to form a kind of rail road company : 
Poor stock brokers, and bankrupt merchants, spend* 

thrift Lawyers; 
Captains, (I mean half pay officers call'd employers,) 
All join the firm. Indeed they form a re^ment; 
They laugh at you, rob, cheat you, justfor merriment: 
Then the Banker for contingencies prepares: — 
' He deals in Scrip; that is, bills, bonds, and Railway 

Shares; 
In short, these rogues have all kind of papers for sale; 
In the Market boldly deal, wholesale and retail: 
With their brass faces impudently buy, and sell; — 
How they get their money, the devil himself can't tell. 
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Dont talk to me of sharpersy gamblers, and such men! 

Parliament counts more than six hundred and ten ; 

— I mean members — They intrigue for places, pen- 
uons; 

Keep up their dignity by mean condescenmons: 

How many, from day to day change their opinions; 

Whysomeofourgreatefit men, e'en diange religions. 

— Don*t talk to me of your rotten Boroughs of old; 

Now, how many yotes, and vile men^ are bought and 
sold? 

A Minister may pretend to give up his post; 

Of his honour, and his honesty, make a boast: 

The finesse of statesmen, all wise men can trace; — 

He hath sodrill'dall parties, none can fill his place. 

— Don't talk to me, of an AntiCom Law meeting — 

Whigs, Tories, Liberals, (intumthenatioit cheat- 
ing) 

Gamble, sell their country, stqp the Government 
wheel; 

Keep bawling out free trade, O'Connell and Repeal: 

These field preaching Republicans, spoil their own 
cause; 

They merely seek noisy and vulgar men^s applause* 
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-—Who did e'er boast of revolutions, and of crimes? 
Treason, muMer, consecrated in foreign climes? * 
Then comes an usurper, a poor old feeble king, 
Who inflicts on mankind a most disgraceful sting. 
Governors, Potentates, all the v^orld seems to join ; 
Like sharpers, all make of their conscience a vile coin: 
Crown'd heads forfeiting their forefathers dignity, 
Stain the blood, race, and honor of nobiEtj! 
-^The Stanleys, Ricbmonds, Malboroughs, of anci- 
ent fame: 
The deeds of these great Dukes and Earls, Were 

without shame! 
The bones of these heroes must shudder in the dust! 
Their Ghosts in their graves rise with horror and 

dis^st! 
Their sons leave the path of glory their fathers trod! 
Desert their country, their religion, and their God! 
T%eir names shall be curs'd by ftiture generations, 
As supporters of crimes, and rile usurpations I 
— ^In former times our titi es were consecrated, 
Then, the lineage of birthright was held sacred! 
In those days rich relations were not ever prone. 
To steal from their cousins a kingdom and a throne. 

, • The French Beyolution •( 1830. 
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— Levanters, exiles, then ne'er could wear a Crown, 
Like Richard Duke of Gloster gain a great renown; 
Still Dick the Plantagenet, never sold his friends : 
Resorting to mean actions to obtain his ends. 
— The man I mean lives — some call him rogue, and 

miser; 
Politicians pretend, no man can be wiser: 
The weak minded say, he's wonderfully grand: 
The worth of such a genius who can understand? 
Barrington, Cartouche,* Tui'pin, were celebrated; 
But thieves by all good men are despised and hated. ^ 



To write, or read a long satire must be tiresome; 
E'en the language of Byron has oft proved fulsome: 
Though the feet of my verses appear numerous, 
Still at times I've endeavoured to be humorous: 
The length of my metre indeed seems rather long; 
But the reading, I hope reads like a serious song. 
— An old story, stamp'd with the blood of a nation. 
Is handed down to ev'ry new generation! 
In this lifi^ bad kings are the peoples execration; 
In the next condemn'd to eternal damnation! 

♦ A noted French Robber. 
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THE STUPID SCHOOL BOY, 

AN IMPUDENT FELLOW, 
WHO, (BEFOBE it was FEINTED) GOT POSSESSION OF THE PRE- 
CEDING SATIBE AND WEOTB "UNDER IT THE FOLLOWING 
QUOTATION : — 

" Excuse my Bhymes, they are sublimely bad ; 
It is not Poetry, but Prose run mad," 

Fools make bad use of a sayitig in Bbyme; 
A fool always tbinks bis folly sublime: 
By bis misapplying a quotation, 
Tbe fool sbows bis ignorance and yexation. 
Could be but a simple letter compose^ 
He'd never condemn tbe Rbyming of Prose : 
Had be but read our Englisb Homer's Iliad, 
k He'd know poetry, or prose ne'er run mad. 
— ^'^Pity tbe sorrows of a poor old man" — 
Its beauties tbis fool's brain ne'er could scan : 
Could tbe fool but sing an Englisb ditty. 
He'd ne'er say Rbyme sbould'nt be gay and witty; 
Tbat sweet nature in its simplicity. 
Is wanting in grandeur and dignity. 



I beard tbis fool went to a grammar scbool: 
(Tbere, often tbe Master bimselfs a fool.) 
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But bis Schoolmaster, (so I understand,) 

Was indeed one of the best in the Land* 

He said, this poor boy's Flesh and Brains were weak, 

That he could'nt eren play, at hide and seek ; 

And as to studying Latin, and Greek; 

This fool, a word of good English could'nt speak* 

In the school-room tried to read Lyttelton : 

ET«r ttiice the Boys call him simpleton. 

He Wfy often wears, the fooPs cap ; 

TVmi Mdi boy in his turn gives him a flap. 

l)«l iW )>(«y«^round, they call him the tin-pot, 

SK\H^ him with Pop-guns, oft he thinks he^s shot; 

l^ah'h hold of him to make him play at Ball ; 

11i«iH 11^^ the Devil he begins to squall ; 

Sometimes, they want him to play at Leap-frog ; 

Sometimes, to take a little sip of grog : 

Once, he wouId*nt play at hop, skip, and jump ; 

So be got a ducking under the Pump. 

MOSAL. 

A Man, that's bom a fool 
Should never go to school : 
A Pool a fortime gains, 
He still a fool remains. 
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WELL KNOWN CHABACTBBS IN liONDON. 



THE STUPID FOP. 

He wants to pass for a fine Bean ; 
Of Us person makes a great show: 
Keeps singing songs, vulgar and low: 
Like a Cabman, he can bellow. 

He's quite as fat as a bullock, 
And swears like Irish Maccolloc^ 
Like him, complains of his luck; 
He funks at billiards, has no pludk. 

Into the room comes with a bounce. 
That is, I mean starts in at once; 
My wit soon gives him such a trounce. 
His senses then scarce weigh an ounce* 

The wit of some has Tariatioo, 
Like minister PeePs new tastation; 
Now this man's wit is without fiction. 
Like my wife's, all contradiction. 
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I remember, *twas new year's day; 
Then children are foolish and gay : 
Practical jokes this fool did play; 
He himself laugh'd, none else I say. 

In the streets he walks in wet weather^ 
In thin boots, made of patent leathen 
While his knees keep knocking together, 
His head moves about like a feather. 

His body twirls like a spun top; 
His dress is quite that of a fop : 
His wig, or hair curls on the top ; 
Tve seen the like, in a Barber's shop. 

At billiards, this man thinks its handsome 
To let fall his cue to strike you dumb ; 
His jokes, his laugh, his talk's fulsome; 
His voice noisy, loud as a drum. 

Once, he sud he had the ear ache ! 
How then the poor fellow did quake I 
He thought he'd die, lay under a stake 
Like a vile adder, or dirty snake. 
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To the waiter he says, " I've paid my score, 
<* My carriage is waiting at the door; 
"There's a penny for you; I ne'er give morel*' 
Then out he swaggers with laugh and roar. 

Now this Man's mind and body's stuff; 
Like flimsy pastry made all puff: . 
His language, manners, are quite rough, 
So of this fool, Ive said enough. 



THE GOOD FELLOW. 

The man I mean's a good fellow; 
His thoughts are both rich and mellow: 
He'll freely with you take his lunch, 
Then, treat you to a bowl of punch. 

(I'm now trying to be whimsical; 
Am nothing if not satirical.) 
This man oft gets a little drunk ; 
And then is apt to give a0ront 
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But BOOB win make ample amends ; 
Apologkiiig^ ter his friends: 
HiB jokes at times are rather queer ; 
So ke fhrows diem off mth a jeer. 

Tkk man is alitUe big man; 
Pray now speak of kirn wkat you can: 
He can laugfa, joke, sing a good song ; 
In short ean do nothing that's wrong. 

Indeed, in this great London town, 
This man hath gain'd a great renown; 
Not by his riches, or his birth. 
But by his kindness, and bis mirth. 

This man is always full of fun ; 
To help his neighbours miles will run : 
His money he will freely spend. 
And that too^ with a foe, or friend. 

He always dresses neat, and clean ; 
You surely know the man I mean ? 
He's pleasant, amiable, and gay ; 
Knows how to guile the time away. 
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He never goes to foreign dimes, 
Though he's an admirer of rhymes; 
He thinks good rhymed ring like gay chimes, 
That they're the fashion of the times. 

* « . « « » 

« « » « « 

Praise never more shall be my theme : 
My thoughts seem sunk into a dream ! 
When, on the good, praise you bestow, 
How many men you make your foe. 



THE MISERLY BROTHERS. 

I know a family of Brothers ; 
Some are rogues, and some are lawyers: 
Many of them sheriff's officers ; 
Some of the family dissenters. 
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These brothers are all fond of play; 
I've seen them at it night and day : 
They are desperate cheats, folks say ; 
Some of them lose, and never pay. 

One had a sister, call'd Maria; 
A married brother, kept Sophia; 

Who like the Singerine Garcia, 

Made her coffee into gloria. 

In public places they ne'er spend a shilling ; 
Some of them are fond of milling : 
One gave the other a drilling; 
To mak6 friends was quite unwilling. 

Still they contriv'd to make it up ; 
Not like Christians taking a sup ; 
For they, like whelp, or hound, or pup. 
Drink out of every body's cup. 

I like to make a story short ; 
Give adversary time to retort; 
My tale's rough, compact like a wart» 
And a pretty one of the sort 
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A PRUSSIAN LIVING IN LONDON. 

Did you ne'er hear of a Prusdian blade, 
Who lives on our English trade: 
Some may think this man has prudence ; 
But I know he's all impudence ! 
He calls himself a ship broker; 
You'll soon find he's only a croker: 
For he's always coming the bounce; 
His eyes squint forty ways at once. 
But then he's fortunate, they say; 
You know, I mean, lucky at play. 

« « « « « 

# * * * » 

In a billiard room at Gravesend, 
He wanted to call me his friend: 
With drinking, smoking, got quite drunk 
Look'd as bald and pale as a monk: 
I mean, his face white as a sheet. 
He shuffl'd along on his feet ; 
Around the billiard table rolling, 
Teasing, tormenting, controling:. 
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Now and then tried to play the swell ; 
But what he meant no man could tell: 
At ev'ry body kept bawling; 
"Marker!" constantly calling. 
He was so fond of playing pool ; 
That is, I mean, playing the fool: 
At all games he's fond of playing ; 
But not quite so fond of paying ! 

* ' 4F « « « * • 

Readers, beware of Levanters, 
Of lame ducks, and galivanters! 
He calls himself a ship broker^ 
And stands as stiff as a poker 
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DOCTOR QUACK. 

Once, I met a Doctor 
As pale as a proctor; 
Fond of riding Baces, — 
I mean Steeple Chaces. 

He once run in a Sack ; 
So was call'd Doctor Quack ! 
His whiskers, wig, died black; 
His head's like a smoke jack. 

When this doctor speaks, 
His voice, though hoarse, yet squaks; 
Tries to talk handsomely ; 
Flatters most fiilsomely. 

From Mercury and Gout, 
His teeth are all dropt out : 
like death I've seen him grin; 
His jaws are so shrunk in. 
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This Doctor's fond of whist; 
Oft plays with tailor Twist: 
Also fond of a trip : 
Like Lord De Boos can slip 

Slily into a house, 
To pluck Pigeons, or Grouse ; 
I mean looking demure, 
I have seen him secure, 

At Chiqken Hazard play. 
To pass the time away : 
Compliments you all day; 
At night he makes you pay. 

His friends, he all has tricked ; 
By them as oft been kick'd : 
This Doctor I well know. 
He's stingey, mean and low. 

The gambling Doctor nam'd ; 
Out of Dublin was sham'd : 
To Liverpool he came ; 
There he played the same game. 
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As to the gambling art. 
He says, no man's so smart — 
In all, wishes to shine ; 
Sometimes he dresses fine. 

Now he's come to London, 
He ev'ry where will run ; 
In^ and out, like a mouse ; 
Sticks to you like a louse. 

Ye Gamblers, be aware ; 
Doctor Quack, all can dare : 
I mean, he's aMarplot, 
And deserves to be Shot 



THE END 



Chivers, Printer, Canterbury. 
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